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Summary:
Andrew shook his head, still with his back to her. “The third time we eat someone.” Andrew sounded awfully nauseous at the idea of eating someone for a man who had already done this multiple times.

“And you’re not used to this by now?” Ashley asked, snorting.

Andrew turned his body around to face Ashley, slowly, and all jilted like an owl’s head turning around 360 degrees — or like in the Exorcist, or something.

“It’s your cooking.”

Notes:
For trainerlyra.
(See the end of the work for notes.)

Work Text:
“This is the third time, isn't it?"  Andrew said as he nonchalantly sawed at the hitman's arm. He had become more and more blasé about all of this lately, and it was unsettling to say the least. Ashley wasn’t sure why — she didn’t see much value in the guy who had parked outside of their motel with a bunch of power tools and a shady note with both their names on it. 

Ashley sat on the toilet, hunched over with her chin in her hands and her elbows propped up on her thighs/knees. Her eyes opened slowly, and she observed Andrew, hacking away at what would soon be dinner. The tag of his sweater still stuck out of the collar.

"This is only the second time someone's been sent after us, Andrew,” Ashley said, shifting her position and sitting up straight. She dug into her pockets and pulled out the talisman that demon had gifted her with. Ashley turned it around in her hands, scrutinizing the esoteric pattern on it. This was the only thing standing between the two of them and getting caught. 

Andrew shook his head, still with his back to her. “The third time we eat someone.” Andrew sounded awfully nauseous at the idea of eating someone for a man who had already done this multiple times.

“And you’re not used to this by now?” Ashley asked, snorting.

Andrew turned his body around to face Ashley, slowly, and all jilted like an owl’s head turning around 360 degrees — or like in the Exorcist, or something.  

“It’s your cooking.”

Ashley scowled. She scrambled over to the floor next to Andrew, because she wasn’t going to tackle a guy holding a saw in one hand. 

“Why don’t you cook him, then?” Ashley said before dipping her pointer finger in the blood that pooled around the meat in the tub. She drags her finger, a messy trail of blood spiraling around the porcelain. 

Ashley turned to face Andrew, who set his saw down, one hand gripping onto the bathtub. Her finger slipped effortlessly in between his lips. Andrew’s mouth is warm, and wet, tongue resting all docile-like underneath her pointer finger. The corners of his mouth turned up into a mirthy smirk. 

“What seasoning are you using to spice this stuff up, Andrew?” Ashley cooed, intent on egging him on as her fingertips brush against his lips, smearing blood. 

A content hum. “Not the slightest idea. ‘Gotta try more.”

Ashley fanned herself with her clean hand. “My, my. If you insist, Andy… ”

Andrew groaned.

 

 

After having pitched their tent and setting down sleeping bags for an impromptu ‘camping trip,’ Ashley heard Andrew call out that “Dinner’s ready!”

She got up, crawling out of the tent to see Andrew at the grill he had set up. 

“Kebabs?”

“Is there a problem?” Andrew shifted his weight backwards, arms propped on the picnic table behind him. 

“And you talk about me…” Ashley said, slamming herself onto the bench so hard Andrew jolted in his seat. 

“Yeesh… Have you ever heard of subtlety?”

“And a cookout is subtle?” Ashley asked, leaning into Andrew’s shoulder, snickering all the while.

“Are you trying to give me a heart attack?” Andrew groaned, while standing up to take a plate with two skewers on them. He turned to hand them to Ashley. “Whatever, just tell me what you think.”

Ashley took the plate, lifted the skewer up and bit into one of the chunks. It tasted better than human flesh had any right to, Andrew certainly knew how to season his meat. It was savory and spicy, but not so much that it was unbearable, only enough for there to be a pleasant kick to it. Which was a little ironic, considering that this was almost certainly the man’s thigh. But after having her cooking insulted for the past few months, Ashley figured she could pull Andrew’s leg a bit.

“I’d rather eat cardboard.”

“Excuse me?!”

“I said I’d rather eat cardboard.”

“Fuck off!”

“Really? See for yourself,” Ashley said, picking a chunk of meat off of her skewer and pressing it between Andrew’s lips. 

He chews the meat slowly, jaw flexing. Ashley stared at him, transfixed. In that moment, she prayed that she was the only thing on his mind, and not that floozy in apartment 302, or Julia and her crocodile tears, or Nina hacking a lung out in that crate. But two of them were dead, and the other had taken the hint. This was their secret, something that bound them forever in a way nothing else could. None of them could be as close to Andrew as Ashley was. Nothing could connect two people in a way that was quite like a secret as twisted as theirs.

“I don’t see anything wrong with it.” Andrew said, eyebrows knitted together in an angry V-shape.

“Oh, I know.”

“You what ?”

“I know.” 

Andrew pushed Ashley down, so that she was leaning on the picnic table’s bench. He hovered over her, clearly agitated. “Were you fucking with me?” 

“And if I was?”

Andrew scowled. He took the skewer and plucked the meat off of it. Ashley imagined his fingers ripping flesh off of the bone. 

She shivered.

“Should I shove the rest down your gullet?”

“What in the world are you doing, big bro? Forcing your meat down my thr-“ 

Andrew placed the chunk of meat in between his lips, and leaned in to place it in between her lips. His fingers entwined with hers. Ashley squirmed around, trying to chew her food without choking, hyper-aware of the way their lips brushed slightly. Andrew sat back up, still straddling her. 

“How’s that?” Andrew asked, wiping the corner of his mouth with the sleeve of his sweater.

Ashley grinned.

“I’m still not very sure. Tastes dry.”